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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

But Death stands in the doorway, waiting to depart ; 

He lingers like a breath in the curtains. 

The whole neighborhood comes to do him honor, 

Women in black shawls and men in black sombreros 

Sitting motionless against white-washed walls; 

And the old man with the grey stubby beard 

To whom death came, 

Is stunned into silence. 

Death is such a distinguished visitor, 

Making even old flesh important. 

But who now, I wonder, will take the old horse to pasture? 



EL RITO DE SANTE FE 

This valley is not ours, nor these mountains, 

Nor the names we give them — they belong, 

They, and this sweep of sun-washed air, 

Desert and hill and crumbling earth, 

To those who have lain here long years 

And felt the soak of the sun 

Through the red sand and crumbling rock, 

Till even their bones were part of the sun-steeped valley; 

How many years we know not, nor what names 

They gave to antelope, wolf, or bison, 

To prairie dog or coyote, 

To this hill where we stand, 

Or the moon over your shoulder . . . 
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Alice Corbin 

Let us build a monument to Time 

That knows all, sees all, and contains all, 

To whom these bones in the valley are even as we are : 

Even Time's monument would crumble 

Before the face of Time, 

And be as these white bones 

Washed clean and bare by the sun. . . . 

CANDLE-LIGHT AND SUN 

CANDLE-LIGHT 

It might have been me in the darkened room 

With the shutters closed, 

Lying straight and slim 

In the shuttered dusk, 

In the twilight dim; 

Like a silken husk 

When the corn is gone, 

Life withdrawn. 

I am living, and she is dead — 

It might have been me instead. 

THE MASK 

Death is a beautiful white mask, 

That slips over the face, when the moment comes, 

To hide the happiness of the soul. 
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